14                           POETRY

not to be able to enjoy it The part of the
brain that enjoyed was sick and uneasy; but
I was never in any doubt that beauty was
there, and had power to please the soul, if
only the physical machinery were not out of
gear, so that the pain of transmission over-
came the sense of delight.

Poetry is then in its essence the discerning
of beauty; and that beauty is not only the
beauty of things heard and seen, but may
dwell very deep in the mind and soul, and
be stirred by visions which seem to have no
connection with outside things at all.